HITLER  AND   I

Volkischer Beobackter, Hofmann, who owes his fortune
to the sale of his daughter; Emile Maurice, ex-
chauffeur and now a Groupleader in the Black Guards
and one of the killers in the monster's service on the
night of June 30. Perhaps the most despicable of
Hitler's underlings is Christian Weber, a pimp who
worked as chucker-out at Donisl's, a disreputable
Munich dive. This is the man whom Hitler receives
and consults daily, the one man besides Hofmann who
can go in to him without being announced. There is a
photograph of this ape-like creature meeting Hitler at
the Munich air-field; it is horrifying. He serves the
master of Germany with the same muscular strength
and the same unscrupulousness that he devoted to his
work at DonisPs. Schaub, Schreck and Bruckner,
former petty police officials, less vile than the fore-
going, axe impersonal extras in this gang of crooks.

The privilege of addressing Hitler in the second per-
son singular is reserved to this small group of intimates.
They and a few friends call Hitler *Adi?, slap him on
the back and even dare to tell smutty stories in front
of him. Hitler enjoys their company, for they confirm
his profound conviction that man is essentially vile.

From this conviction he will never depart. It is
typical of him that, though reading tires and bores him,
he is thoroughly familiar with Machiavelli and with
the Anti-Machiavelli of Frederick the Great. He is a
fervent admirer of the Florentine, whom he uses to
defend and justify his own crimes and treachery.

I discussed Machiavelli with him one day when he
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